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$1.20 
for ten; 50c for five. 
The New Gillette Blade 


in the new green packet. 


Insist on 


GENUINE 








= 
=? 
=? 
=: 
=: 
= 
=% 
=? 
=? 
=: 
=s 
=? 
=: 
3: 
=? 
33 
= 
= 
= 
= 
= 
33 
= 
 E 
=? 
= 


More 
shaves 


Better 
shaves 


Wauen we introduced the New 
Gillette Blade, we were con- 
fident that it had the keenest 
SHAVING edge ever produced. 


Public response has proved it. 
If you haven’t yet experienced 
the thrill of ashave with this new 
blade, even in your old Gillette, 


stop at your dealer’s today. 


No other blade offers you its 
VALUABLE SHAVING IM- 
PROVEMENTS. 
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GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. 
BOSTON, U. S.A. 


New Gillette Blades 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


v’s too bad they didn’t carry the idea 
of out-board motors a little farther, 
ind drop them overboard, altogether. 


CE CREAM, we learn, is now being 

shipped by parcel post. No doubt 
they mark it “If not delivered in three 
days, never mind.” 





“I’m gonna beat it! 


Ts Senators, it appears, want to 
have a finger in everything except 
the dial telephones. 


Axo it must be discouraging to Con- 
4 


gress to observe how, in spite of 


its silliest extravagances, the Treasury 
always has a surplus to report. 


KK xe Carov says he wants to make 
Roumania exactly like the United 
States. 


ability to rule. 


No wonder they question his 


Asp it’s surprising how many heavy 
* weight fighters are sincere be 


lievers in Gandhi's non-violence idea. 






























































I know when I’m licked!” 
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bl ZZ = Sunk! 
qd A HE radio operator sat doggedly be- 
" Or fore his instruments, determina- 
a / tion showing in his face, despair 
= clutching at his mind. The cabin 
P A 4 \ . : 
\ ™ 4 floor was tilted at a crazy angle and 


—. NW Z~ water sloshed around the operator's 
= . < knees. The wind roared outside and 
\ ’ Vx at the excited cries of the passengers 


sounded dim in the tumult of the ele- 
ments. With a hand numb and white 


\/ 
Wa Bo the ope rator tapped out the SOS 
- unceasingly. 
a 7 The first mate, haggard and drip- 


ping wet, stumbled through the door. 

“The boats are launched safely,” 
he said; “all passengers off. But an 
other bulkhead has gone. The ship 
can’t last much longer. Haven't you 
roused an answer yet?” 

“No answer,” said the operator 
through set teeth. “For two hours 
I’ve sent the S O S, but nobody pays 
any attention...” 

“Lost!” said the mate. “They 
think it’s the Radio Trust trying to 
shut off a senator!” 

—Nep HiLton 





yo? 


“Hey! Cut that out; you'll scare the fish: 


Anticipation 


W: all sensed it. There was some- 


thing in the air—something in- 
effably mysterious, as of an army 
tramping, tramping to destiny. 

It became more poignant, more 
overpowering, this faint, far-off yet 
terrifying roar. Perhaps Rip Van 
Winkle’s dwarfs had again come to 
life and were playing their eerie ten- 
pins. 

Perhaps it was the roar of millions 
of throats in the distant city, some 
momentous uprising destined to sweep 
over every nook and cranny of the 
land. 

Nearer and nearer came the great 
roar. It might be the artillery of an 
invading fleet steaming up the Sound 
to our little hamlet. 

“No,” said the more poetically 
minded, “it is the thunder of doom, 
the march of destiny, the fates in the 
skies, disgusted at last with this puny 
comedy of humanity, and ready to d 
stroy us all in one all-powerful 


crash.” 

We shuddered. It was drawing 
nearer. We glanced out over the 
angry gray-green waters. It was 


coming! And with one final burst of 
speed Cy Perkins’ fifteen-foot Pee- 
wee, her outboard motor going full 
blast, pulled into the dock. 





—Parke CuMMINGS “Don’t bother me now, Emma; I’m working on the ship’s log!” 
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A Synthetic Coney Island 
fe the Dodge “Em—Cross Fifth 
Avenue between intersections. 

For Skee Ball—Pitch pennies into 
a blind man’s cup. 


For the Old Mill—Enter a movie 


palace during the show. 





For the Fun House—Climb to the 
top of the theatre and exit via the 
tire escape. 

For the Dance Hall—Sit in a 
rocker and rock on your toes. 


For the Beach—Fill the bathtub 
and sprinkle bath salts on the floor. 


For the Whip—Go home in a taxi. 





“IT hope th’ coast guard doesn’t mistake us for rum runners!” —CLARENCE SHEEHAN 
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Helping Hands >} psa 








When the motorboat won’t start 


FELT all the time that we ought 

to have gone in the car. This con- 
founded thing never yet worked when 
we really needed it.” 


“Can’t you—er—take off the heads j-—= NH Z AUoL DONT ET 





of those what-do-you-call-’ems and 
dump in some gas and sort of turn her 


over or something? 











“Well, it’s not a bad idea to get the 
old hands blistered right now at the 
start of the business. By next week 
vou'll be all calloused and won’t have 
to think of it all summer.” 





“My cousin got stuck out all night 
in one of these barges. Couldn't start 
her, and the waves finally turned it 
over and the y had to swim for it in 
the dark. Yeah, near drowned—he 
was lucky at that.” 


in 





SUE 


“She smells pretty hot around 
where this pipe runs out—suppose 


she’s going to catch fire?” 


“Let’s put on life-preservers, bore 
a hole in the damn thing, and let her 
sink. That's what Art MceClement 
did with that old crate of his. Oh, 
you haven't any life-preservers ? 
Well...” —STANLEY JONES 


No Beer and No Work 
The workingman isn’t going to wor- 
ry much about drinking interfering 
with his job when he hasn’t got a job. 





— ee P = DUNKR—~ => 


Shipwrecked Professor—In my own - = . 
country, you ignorant fools, I’m re- « 
garded as a man of letters. 

Cannibal King—Good! Fine! We'll — 
make you into alphabet soup. “Is this your first trip across?” 























































The Radio Announcer Gets a 
Seagoing Job 

“Cor EVENING, folks! ... Well, 

here we are again! ... This is 
the good ship Wowzantic, the Queen 
of the Seven Seas, and she’s some 
ship, what I mean. ... We've an im 
portant announcement to make _ to 
night. ... Hello, George! ... Folks, 
[ wish you could see George. He's 
standing here in the radio room, and 
I can tell from the look on his face 
that he’s thinking of that little blonde 
he left on the pier back in New York. 
eee Okay, George ! eee Ha ha! 2 « 
Well, folks, I don’t blame him. That 
little blonde sure is the niftiest. .. . 
Well, well, Mister Olsen! ... Folks, 
Ole Olsen, the first officer of the 
Wowzantic, just dropped into the stu 
dio, and we're certainly glad to see 
him. ... We have quite a crowd here. 


BysTANDER 
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Toh Teehilf— . 











“You were right, Joe—those were the women’s bath houses!” 





Hold tight, mister, and I’ll get you a bathin’ suit! 


I see Mr. McGlimpff, one of the dis- 
tinguished owners of our line. ... 
Well, we've a lot of prominent folks 
on the Wowzantic and they’re all try- 
ing to crowd in here and they’re 
pretty excited. ... Hello, Eddy!... 
Ha-ha!... Kinda nervous, Eddy? 

. I wish you could be here, folks. 
.... It certainly is an interesting trip 
and full of surprises. I’m going to 
tell you about them in just a moment. 
But first I think we'll hear a little 
hot music from the ship’s orchestra. 
.-- No?... All right, boys. ... Ah, 
here's the captain. ... Evening, skip- 
per!... Kind of dusty on the old At- 
lantic tonight, isn’t it? ... Ha-ha-ha! 
... Well, folks, everyone seems to be 
here now, so I’m going to make that 
announcement I told you about... . 
They've been trying to hurry me, but 
... Well, I guess we're all ready, 
aren’t we? ... Folks, I’m sure you'll 
all be interested to know that the 
Wowzantic is sinking. . . . When the 
musical note of the ship’s gong is 
heard in eleven more seconds we will 
turn the microphone over to the cap- 
tain, who will broadcast an S O S. 
... Ready. ... Mark time... . Bong! 
Captain Svensen!” 

—Cuet Jounson 


Athletes Phut 


In outboard motorboat racing you 
have to keep putting your best phut 
forward. 


Even so, it’s easier to paddle your 
own canoe than it is to get an out- 
board motor started. 

And now we can’t even see the sign 


boards along the read on account of 
hitch hikers. 


he 
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And He Didn't Endorse Anything, 
Either 


TT fellow was the skipper of his 
own boat, but in all his marine ex 
perience he never: 
Whistled “Anchors Aweigh! when 
he started a cruise. 





Boasted that his was the smartest 
craft that ever trimmed sail. 

Politely informed the passengers to 
kee p off the bridge. 

Walloped a member of the crew 
with a belayin’ pin. 

Insisted that his last crossing was 
the roughest in forty-three years. 

Wore blue togs with a nautical cut 
when he was ashore. i 

He was the only captain of his kind 
and his name was Noah. 





' ; : J . i 
Ou TBOARDER Oops! Sorry! CHeEi OHNSON 


—_- 








If the rumble-seat idea spreads to motor-boats. 


Propaganda 
The Drys probably feel that the 
radio is allied with the wet interests. 
The Stein Song is being broadcast all ; 
the time and you hardly ever hear the ee RTT 


“Old Oaken Bucket.” 


Then there’s the disappointed young 
college graduate who found a job. 


The Silent Lake 
As silently upon this lake 
I sit and fish and hope to take 
A speckled bass or maybe two 
From its pellucid, finny blue; 
I do not hear the fish leap high, 
Nor bird-calls as the birds fly by. 
The lowing of the distant kine 
Falls not on ears remote as mine. 
Unheard are nature’s sweetest notes, 
Drowned out by outboard motor-boats. 
—Carro_i_ Carroii “Haw! Haw! This is going to be good!” 
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The Thrilling Voyage of Amos Hatch 


Hard Work by Gurney Williams 
Easy Work by George Lichtenstein 


HIs is an epic—this is an epic—(pardon the hic- 
coughs )—this is an epic of sea life; the story of a 
brave skipper by the name of Amos Hatch, who in- 
vented the famous Hatch way of sailing ships. As a 
double- 
How natural, then, that the ship 
met his death should have been called 
Mastoid.”’ (Or 


lad Amos had always played with toy ships 
masters, they were. 
from which he 
the ‘‘Double 


choose. ) 


how silly, as you 

Anyway, Captain Hatch hired a crew of men one 
day and sailed through the Golden Gate in his frigate 
bound for the Conclusion Islands. ‘Don’t frigate to 
drop me a line, Amos,” yelled his second wife as the 
(He had no first 
“Wharf I don’t?” 
shouted Amos, but history is silent as to his wife’s 
answer, fortunately. 


craft moved away from the wharf. 
mate, having obtained a divorce.) 


Hatch had a full crew on account of somebody had 
smuggled a case of something on board, and one of 
his men sucked a lemon all the time to ward off sea- 
sickness, but he made such faces doing it that they 
called him the All indications pointed to 
a successful cruise, but Amos reckoned without Fate. 
rhe crew refused to work and spent all its time play 
ing cards until the men got what was known as ‘deck 
hands” from thumbing the pasteboards. Those of 
vou who wonder at the derivation of various nautical 
will be glad to learn of this, I am sure. 
But, and well no wonder, the ship eventually came to 
Grief, which is one of the Conclusion Islands, in fact the 
first Conclusion one 


“purser.” 


terms 


re aches. They soon set sail again 


and, after a quiet week at sea, there came a_ terrible 
storm. Panic ran through the untrained crew and pande 


monium—which had been tied up in the hold—broke loose. 
“Man the bilge pumps!” bellowed Amos, but the wind 
tore the words from his lips and carried them in pieces 
to the quartermaster. “What?” shouted he from the 
helm. “All I can hear, Captain, is a lot of bilge!’ 
“Throw the helm over—hard!” shouted Hatch. 
“Yes, sir!” responded the doughty helmsman, and with 
the aid of an axe he had soon obeyed the orde P. 


That was the beginning of the end. Deprived of its 


“The ship is tacked, sir!” 


> (R 


es | 
ne of } ~~ 
“ae, 2 





“The helm with you!” shouted the mate. 


helm, the sturdy little craft foundered helpless on a reef 
as the men poured up from below decks. “Captain,” they 
velled, “the hull is filling up!’ ‘The hull what?” de 
manded the astonished skipper. “The hull works!” cried 
the despondent man. “Galley!” roared Hatch. “The hull 
Well, batten down the hatch then!” “You bet 
we will,” screamed the men; “you have been bo’sun us 
And with that they not only battened 
down brave Captain Hatch, but they tied him to a raft 
and tossed him overboard. 


you say ! 
too long, anyway!” 


When the unfortunate sea dog 
came to he found that they had bound him too tightly, 
and the were, as we say to this day, 
wounds into the old salt.” 

He died shortly after that, poor fellow, and that’s salt 
there is to the story of Amos Hatch and his thrilling voyage, 


ropes “rubbing 





A full crew at last. 






















































































SunsurNeD VacatTioner—I/it me again! If I’m qoin’ 
back to the office tomorrow—I gotta get used to it!! 


I Know a Girl 
SQ thinks a jib is a fellow who’s 


always trying to cheat you, that to 
luff a boat means you're fond of sail 
ing and that bailing is packing stuff 
in big square bundles, but she says 
she’s absolutely mad on the subject 
of boating. 

When I asked her if she under- 
stood the theory of tacking, she re- 
plied that of course she did, but that 
no matter how careful she was she 
always seemed to give her thumb at 
least one good wallop. 

She thinks the boom of a boat is 
the noise made by the exhaust of the 
motor, that a galley is where they 
hang pictures and that a gig is a sort 
of an Irish tap dance. 

I started to tell her how long the 
masts were on some of the famous 
racing boats and she _ said_ they 
couldn’t be any longer than the ones 
she goes to every Sunday morning. 

I ventured to say that I thought the 
passing of the clippers was a rather 
sad thing and she said she didn’t mind 
it so much except once in a while the 
barber tickled her when he ran them 
up the back of her neck. 

She thinks oars are the raw dirt 
from which minerals are extracted 


and that starboard is good food. 


When I asked her if she’d care to 
go sailing with me, she said she’d just 
die to. So tomorrow I’m taking her 
sailing and hoping for the best. 


—CarRROLL CARROLL 
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Changing Seats 


[ineee now! See what your care- 
did? I 


lessness almost told you 
this thing was tippy as the deuce. 
Gosh that was a fright! Now try it 
gently. Gently, I said! Be careful, 
can't you! 

Whew! Look out! See there? 
You almost tipped it again that time. 
I don’t see why you can’t stay where | 





you are. Have you got to wiggle and 
jiggle around so? 

Honestly I wish you’d stay where 
you are. You're near enough to me. 
There's no use taking crazy chances. 
I don’t know about you, but I, person 
ally, don’t fancy the idea of getting 
drenched! Oop! Another narrow 
esca pe ! | 

Now wait a minute. Don’t move. 
Take it easy. I have an idea. Hey, 
waiter! One leg of this table’s about 
two inches short. Can’t you stick a wad 


Q of paper under it so it won't tip so? 


























“But, Alice—why didn’t you tell me you were the demonstrative type?” 
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Master Sleuth Unmasked at Last! p 
By (| 
S. J. Perelman ( 

Au Sherlock Holmes fans sat up in 


bed with a start last Tuesday and 
rubbed their eyes in amazement as 
they scanned the morning papers. 
After their excitement had abated, 
they awoke whomever else was in bed 
and all four promptly telephoned the 
JupGe office. From the Battery and 
the Harlem River Ship Canal, from 
Follinsbee Road and Pratt Street, from 
the Boulevard St. Germain, the Fried 
richstrasse, and Paddington Heath, 
haggard eyed inquiries poured in. 
Tight-lipped traders on Change halt- 
ed their fevered barter to tensely dis 
cuss the astounding revelations. All 
day long wan operators in the ofhces 
of Jupee heard the same trembling 
question drift over the wire: “Is 
Sherlock Holmes really a woman?” 
The climax of years of research by 





That Re , Ly 


Pierre de la Matzos had at last borne ~~ 

fruit. The immortal detective stood “Oh, I say, madame—did you see my glasses any place around here?” 

forth unmasked at last as a member 

of the perfumed sex (woman). this tempest in a tea-pot, sat calmly  erstein and found him quietly reading 
Meanwhile, in the midst of all this in the Hotel Hubbub in New York. I _ in his shirt sleeves. 

hubbub, Pierre de la Matzos, the pushed my way past his horde of sec- “Ah, Professor Moriarty, I had ex 

French investigator who had raised  retaries named Beaumont and Fletch- pected you,” he greeted, looking up 











’ 








= 
I'VE JUST SPENT AN HOUR IN THE SERF! SNICKERED THE SURGEON 
| Don’t try to tell me those footprints on the dashboard were made by the horse, you momzer. “When I let my 
| hair down it falls to my knees,” boasted Finishing-School Fanny. “Yeh,” grated Box-Factory Bertha. “And if you 
| didn’t catch it, it’d fall to the floor!” Hey, auctioneer, you mean to tell me ten dollars is all you can get for the 
hunting rights in Jeff Machamer’s beard? 














10 





ns 





JUDGE 
from reading the gas-meter. “Pray — oe a | iad aes omen 7 
have a chair.” [ 

No, thank you, I already have 
one,” I replied shortly, taking a fold as t ’ 
ing camp-stool from my brief-case and | me v ; p DUPL*" AlE 
disposing my lanky-knit tweed form DL IkRY A at’ ' yo >p,aTt FOR 
upon it. I felt piqued that he had so THis 4 . : rm 
easily penetrated my disguise of an 7 | 





Indian major retired on half pay. ' o ‘ 
I feel piqued that you have so -——. y eyo . & » ? APT, BLAH 
easily penetrated my disguise of an : L | NR &. 
Indian major on half pay,” I hinted t —_, ' a 
with just a shadow of pique. YD <x Y | oe i 
“Elemental, my dear Moriarty, ele an , 
mental,” dismissed de la Matzos, dis- Ss — 
posing his lanky-knit tweed form on Urce > 
another chair and puffing on his briar. 
“| knew you were an Indian major 
directly you refused to have a chair. 
All Indian majors have chairs. But 
I say, won't you have a bit of a : lif 
bloater and a spot of tea?” | > "4 Z | ~ / 1 
“I'd rather have a bit of mackerel, pho m ( k>y f ery 
if you have it,” I made bold to say. bt Oe Lo AN 
“Let me see,” hesitated de la Mat- + : : 7 ‘ Se ae | } 
zos rapidly scanning his fish-tray. ae JS 2 - ——w_r | 


“We have pickerel, carperel, perch- os SS > 
erel, and pikerel, but we're all out of “ | eee 
mackerel for the nonce. Mavbe if ra | a ‘ . 
we tried the Board of Education—?” ees Va - - : 

“But why the Board of Education?”’ ? 
I asked, lighting a nuance. 

“For schools of mackerel, you fool,” — 
retorted Matzos testily. “Now see | 7 4 
here: if you were a mackerel, where [ 
would you go?” P oy 

; 

“Swimming, of course,” I replied 4 
confusedly. (-* | 

“But, mon Dieu, how can we go sl ray | BAN 
swimming?” shrugged he with a ty pi 
cally Gallic gesture. “We have no G ~—4 
bathing suits.” — Sly s AO Tf 

“T have—how do you call it?—an j he v| Cup LY 
undershirt,” I suggested hopefully. Cg h C0 f i — ts 

“Congratulations,” was the acid | Ny: \ , 


riposte. “I'll wager you even have a 
pair of trunks.” 

“IT have, but we keep the hem- 
stitched towels and the _ cocktail 
glasses in them,” I admitted ruefully. 
“Imagine only two closets in a two- 
room apartment! New York is a 
great place, but I should certainly 
hate to live there!” 

“But vou do live in New York, 
dope,” fumed de la Matzos, his eyes 
twin gimlets above his set mouth. 








\ a " “What's the matter with your mem 
ii | ; od ory? You must have lapses.” 
RF “No, I’m _ too fat = have any 
“af lapses,” I fumbled, slicing the fragrant 
Cheddar. “But come; I haven’t even 
broached the purpose of my visit.”’ 
“Never need ’em—by the time we get it started we have to go home!” Continued on page 29) 


“Have you no life-preservers?” 
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An Towa law prohibits 
the use of bhooths or 
partitions in restau 


iy rants and other refresh- 
™S 


ment places. 








In New York City anybody caught 
carrying bones into any building is 
liable to a fine. 

















In seven states it is a crime for a tazi-driver to know- A Wisconsin law prohibits the use of 
ingly drive any person to a rendezvous. the phonograph. 
vy y grat 


NOBLE EXPERIMENTS 
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How Heroes Get That Way 


HE human race is singularly for- 
tunate in its present-day heroes. 
Kingsford-Smith seems to be 
another of the fine breed. 
excellent 
He describes his first flying ex- 
perience as follows: 
“When I was about 5 or 6 I decided 
that I wanted to fly. I took an old 


His own writings are in 
vein, 


umbrella and got on top of a barn 
roof and ventured out into space. 


Needless to say both I and the um- 
brella ‘cracked up’ under the strain. 
And I have never been cured of flying 
Before he took off for his At- 
lantic flight he wrote, “I have not the 
slightest desire to lose my life, nor 
have I any intention of doing so. It 
is simply a job of work and I have no 
qualms about it. I have a motto. It 
is, ‘Hope for the best and prepare for 
the worst.’ ” 

And then he went on to describe his 
precautions which took into account 
every contingency. It was the same 
sort of calm preparation that made 
Lindbergh's lone flight a success on 
the first attempt, and that made it 
possible for Admiral Byrd to bring 
back safely every single man he took 
into the Antarctic. 

Heroes are made not only by their 
courage but also by their wisdom, 


since,” 


Baccalaureattitudes 
RR rviewie the baccalaureate ser- 
mons and other adhortations is- 
sued at various commencements, we 


wish to pass along certain fragments. 

1. “Learn to live freely and nobly, 
with a certain attitude of gracious and 
benevolent stoicism.” President Day 
of Union, 

2. “One of the greatest, if not the 
most salient, defects of our day is the 
lack of wisdom.” President Lowell 
of Harvard. 

3. “The period in which we are liv- 
ing may well come to be known in re- 
ligious history as the age of unbelief.” 
President Angell of Yale. 


t. “The aim of the liberal arts col- 
lege is, and should always be, to teach 
‘how’ rather than ‘what’ to do, a man- 
ner of life 
earning a living.” 
of Hamilton. 

5. “Take away from this campus a 
willingness, sometimes, 


than a means of 


President 


rather 
Ferrv 


radi- 
eal, to go bevond the crowd, to be a 
discoverer, to champion lost causes.” 
President McConnaughy of Wesleyan. 


to be a 


6. “The upper layers of mediocrity 
invaded the 
George E. Vincent. 

7. “The most 
istic of contemporary public discus- 
sion is lack of that knowledge of the 
facts upon which alone sound judg- 
ments may be based.” President Far- 
rand of Cornell. 


have colleges.” Dr. 


noticeable character- 


8. “Through the power of thought 
man has raised himself to the unique 
position where he stands alone and 
above the whole animal creation.” 
President Hibben of Princeton. 


All of which, in one way or another, 
is good stuff. We shouidn’t care for 
the job of controverting anything 
that any of these gentlemen say— 
except possibly the last one. We're 
not so sure about the power of thought 
—or even of the supremacy of man. 
Just at the moment it looks as though 
the world belongs to the mosquitoes, 
the Japanese beetles and a few other 
species that have no higher education 
and no multitude of conflicting advis- 
ors, but simply know exactly what 
they want and go and get it. 


Children Should Not Fail 


A DISGUSTING aftermath of the 
é school year was the announcement 
from a New York town that the com- 
mencement exercises of the junior high 
school had been called off because two- 
thirds of the seniors had failed to pass 
the regents’ examinations. That was 
a tough break for a bunch of young- 
sters. And of course they didn’t de- 
serve it. It is not that 
there should be in a single school so 
high a percentage of students incapa- 


conceivable 
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ble of passing examinations which the 
majority in other schools did pass. 

First and 
which failed to 
Second and 
more heavily, on the evil system which 
sets the every 
child in the same grade in every school 
throughout the State, a system which 
is blind to the natural differences in 
individuals, prevents personal instruc- 
tion, stultifies the teacher and terror- 
izes the pupil. 


The blame lies elsewhere. 
least, on the school 
prepare them properly. 


same examination for 


Finally, and most of 
all, the blame belongs to an ignorant 
publie which still believes in examina- 
tions, quizzes, recitations, all the out- 
worn paraphernalia of pedagogy. 
When we get our schoo!s right, no 
child will ever fail, because no tests 
will be applied. It will be enough to 
know that he has spent his term in the 
school, where he will have been hap- 
pily engaged in finding out things, not 
because he has to, but 
wants to. 
every 


because he 
And nobody will deny that 
normal child has a vast curi- 
osity, an insatiable desire to know and 
an infinite capacity to absorb. 


* . * 
| eae our final word on the tariff, 
until the President has a chance to 
show what he can do to make it flex, 
we adopt the comment of Senator 
Barkley. Referring to the ceremony 
with which the bill was signed, he 
says: “I understand that, while six 
prominent citizens each received gold 
pens, all the rest of the people received 
gold bricks.” 

The slang is a bit ancient. But so 
is the procedure to which it applies. 
The pitiful part of it is that the 
American people are so used to receiv- 
ing legislative gold bricks that they 
don’t even let out a squawk any more. 
And, by the same token, the encourag 
ing factor is that they have formed the 
habit of chucking the gold brick on 
the rubbish heap and taking up their 
tools to make something really useful 
by their own efforts. Business sense 
and hard work are going to bring back 
prosperity in spite of politics. 

Bids 
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“They Also Serve 
Who Only Stand and Wait.” 
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F, five years ago, anyone had said 
that you could make a lot of money 
in the theatre by showing the pub- 
lic a man being elaborately prepared 
for the electric chair, God in the per- 
son of a coon pastor or a hollow-faced 
Death, you'd 
probably have put him down as sim- 
ply a dramatic critic who was trying 


actor dressed up as 


to make a name for himself by saying 
something absurdly different or some- 
body that a couple of fellows in blue 
uniforms were looking for. But things 
have changed so in the meantime that 
today you'd tap your head _ signifi- 
cantly only if the same person were to 
say you could make a lot of money 
in the theatre by putting on some- 
thing much more usual. 

That audiences have turned somer- 
saults on themselves and are no more 
like the audiences of some years ago 
than white is like black (except per 
haps in certain Harlem night-clubs) 
is clearly apparent. If, five or six 
years ago, anyone had contended that 
there was a pile of the wherewithal 
in a play that would run from five 
o'clock in the afternoon to ten min- 
utes after cleven at night or in one 
that showed the audience a corpse 
sitting upright for a couple of hours, 
he would assuredly have suffered a 
razzberry of considerable volume. Yet 
this last season “Strange Interlude” 
was still running, “Subway Express” 
outran any other murder play, “The 
Green Pastures” got as high as fifteen 
dollars a seat, ““Death Takes a Holi- 
day” turned a tidy penny, and “The 
Last Mile” did a pretty fine business. 
Next vear, if things keep going on 
in this way, the managers will prob- 
ably reap a harvest on plays begin- 
ning on Monday morning and ending 
on Thursday night, on others showing 
grandmothers committing adultery 
with their paralytic uncles, and on 
still others in which operations for 
gallstones are performed in full view 
of the customers. ‘ 

Take a cool slant at the kind of 
stuff the boys and girls have engaged 
in the showhouses during the theatri- 
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cal year recently ended. Both “It’s 
a Wise Child,” the Belasco gold-mine, 
and “Many a Slip” cracked low jokes 
for two and a half hours on obstetrics; 
half a dozen years ago the cops would 
have descended upon the theatres and 
hauled everybody out by the neck. 
In “Strictly Dishonorable” a young 
girl was disrobed by a man, osten- 
sibly to no good purpose; some years 
ago Blanche Bates. in “Naughty An- 
thony,” took off her stockings and 
raised an indignant moral riot. And 
when, a short time before, Sadie Mar- 
tinot stood back of a tall screen in 
“The Turtle” and threw her waist 
over it, the guardians of our tastes 
were seized with moral cholera mor- 
bus. ““Rope’s End” exhibited a dead 
body in a chest downstage from its 
first curtain to its last, and the audi- 
ences licked the ir chops. In “The Big 
Shot”, a girl was seen dressing her- 
self again, after what might euphe- 
mistically be called an affair of the 
heart, in a gent’s boudoir. One of the 
chief scenes in “Among the Married” 
can't be described in this uplift paper. 
One whole act of “The Silver Tassie” 
was laid in a hospital ward, with 
damaged soldiers rolling and groan- 
ing in their beds. The seduction busi- 
ness in “Cross Roads” was only saved 
from complete realism by a clause in 
the Actors’ Equity contracts which 
forbids actors and actresses doing too 
much work for producers. In “Love, 
Honor and Betray” there was a scene 
that five years ago would have brought 
an attack on the Eltinge Theatre by 
the Army, Navy and Air Force. “A 
Primer for Lovers” not so long ago 
would have to have been served with a 
Raines Law sandwich and customers 
would have had to go in by the Family 
Entrance. Some of the wheezes in 
“Fifty Million Frenchmen”—to say 
nothing of the suggestion of the show’s 
title—a few years ago were reserved 
for stag parties and literary readings 
on the floor of Congress. 

If anything like “The Amorous 
Antic” had been offered six or seven 
years ago, there would have been a big 
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day in the police court. But, what 
with the satiety of the present audi 
ences, it didn’t create so much as a 
faint stir. Nor did some of the 
rough stuff in ‘““Half-Gods” and “Red 
Rust”. It isn’t enough to bang an 
audience on the nose these days; 
you've got to break the nose and muss 
up a couple of ears into the bargain. 
If the fellow we were speaking about 
in the first paragraph had said a few 
seasons back that there was wampum 
in a play of which Death was the 
leading character. he would have been 
taken by the pants and thrown out of 
the meeting; vet “Death Takes a 
Holiday” has not only drawn the the- 
atre crowds, as I have noted, but is 
even to be done as a talkie! “The 
Unsophisticates” and “Little Orchid 
Annie”, which were dirty, 
weren't half dirty enough to draw any 
patronage. But the exhibit called 
“Dishonored Lady’, in which the 
heroine had what might again euphe- 
mistically be called an affair of the 
heart with a cheap wop just after shie 
had become engaged to another fellow 
packed them in. And “Flying High”, 
with its act laid in a doctor’s office and 
with dialogue hitherto reserved for 
laboratories devoted to a study of al- 
phabetical phenomena other than A. 
B. C., was one of the smash hits of the 
season. 

With decent liquor hard to get, the 
mob is doubtless seeking out the the 
atre for its kick. Now and again, of 
course, something relatively tame will 
get the money, but in the general run 
of things you've evidently got to give 
the gang something pretty hot or 
pretty unusual if you want to keep old 
bogie-man Cain away. That the pro- 
ducers are sufficiently hep to the state 
of affairs is indicated in the plans they 
have to get the public’s mazuma this 
coming year. One play announced 
for production has an act laid in a 
gala bawdy house. Another will run 
even longer than “Strange Interlude”’. 
Both of these are to be put on by the 
same producing organization. There 

(Continued on page 27) 
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Don’t Bet on Fights? 
ID°*" bet on fights. That is, don’t 


do it unless you're smart and know 
how to bet. You've got to have a sys 
tem. Then you can clean up. Here's 
the system: Bet only on a sure thing. 
Compare the physical development of 


both men. Scan their records. tead 
ill the dope the dopes write in the 
papers. Then for the sure thing. 


Bet the fight will end in a foul. 


Well, anyway, the Statue of Lib- 
erty is high enough to look beyond the 
twelve-mile limit. 


Rip Van Winkle couldn’t sleep for 
long in the Catskills these days. The 
automobile horns would wake him up. 





“Say—what’s the idea of starting out canoeing like that?” 
“Oh, we always turn over in it—so this will make it just right when 


—R. C. O’Brien 990 


it upsets: 





Fisherman’s Heart 


Fe me, for me the surging sea 
And not the babbling brook. 
I still recall that fishing yawl 
A mile off Sandy Hook, 
Where bottled beer brings anglers 
cheer 
And rubbish rides the tide 
With youthful yeggs and hard-boiled 
eggs 
A-fishing by my side! 


You can lose an eye from the hooks 
that fly 
When the lines proceed to tangle, 
But here’s a sport of a thrilling sort 
For the lad who loves to angle! 


A man’s a man out with that clan 
Of diamonds in the rough. 

The sharks that float about the boat 
Are not one-half as tough. 

While wavelets swish, men drink like 

fish, 

Where ocean breezes blow, 

Most any drink, from gin to ink, 
Excepting H,O! 





Ah, life on shore is a deadly bore, 
And I’m yearning to go back 
With my hook and line to those pals 
of mine 
On that public fishing smack! 
—Artuer L. Lippmann 


Revised Proverb 


As the suitor rejected by an irate 
parent found out: The hand is quicker 
than the eye; also, the foot is quicker 
than the seat of the pants. 


We’re against night baseball. There’s 
no telling what some of these umpires 
would do in the dark. 
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Leif Ericsson. ‘81, Strokes the U. of Oslo Crew to Victory 
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“It’s O. K. Bill, if I should 
slip I’ll get damages from the 
construction company.” 


“O-o0-h-h! But 
afraid he'll bite you?” 

“Not at all, Madam! We breed 
‘em with zippers on their mouths 
now, all ready for the manu- 
facturer.” 


aren’t you 


ae ae 








JUDGE 





AUVGING™ BOOKS 


TH s far only “What Price Glory?” 

and the war comedy of Leonard 
Nason have justified the laughs at the 
expense of the great damage. “The 
Big Parade” rover boy 
comedy with s-e-x. Something slop- 
stick called ““‘Behind the Front” was 
a post- bellum 
laughed at by 
“Schweik” proved too ponderous to 
wade thru and the laughs when they 
came, were elephantine. Charles Mac- 
Arthur’s “War Bugs” was in bad 
taste, approaching the war from the 
angle of a drunken 
block party. 

It is a relief, then, to laugh at 
Jacques Deval’s ““Wooden Swords” a 
rollicking travesty around the Battle 
of Paris fought by a nearsighted 
French scholar-soldier. There isn’t 
a trace of sacrilege, ghoulish “dancing 
on the war graves” 


was mushy 


atrocity and was 


boobish millions. 


freshman at a 


or boorishness to 
the whole of it. It is built for laughs 
and gets them—not little snickers or 
warm spots in the stomach regions— 
but real, thumping bellies. 

Soak it up my buddies and you 
will never have known such a swell 
cartooning of the life back where 
generals were unafraid. Shirking and 
inefficiency became there a religion, a 
higher mathematics. Deval cartoons 
it with the wit of a superb ironist 
and the skilful pencil of an Inwood. 
He is a professor with a Wodehouse 
sense of slapstick. 
shell view of the war. 
weep—with laughter. 


His is a tortoise- 
Read it and 


Humor continuing to sell high this 
week we enjoin you to don your skiis 
and if you can find some snow, ski 
direct to your nearest bookstore and 
gathering a copy of Sid Perelman and 
Quent Reynolds’ “Parlor, Bedlam and 
Bath,” repair to the nearest gin- 
nasium. There, getting yourself into 
a happy state of mind, fall to reading 
this piece of pure gaga. Vertigo is 
the only condition conducive to mak- 
ing head or sense out of it. It is the 
sort of thing Gertrude Stein would 
write if she were sober. (Failing a 
handy somebody to 
wind you up and spin you like a top; 
or take seven successive trips in a 


speakeasy get 


roller coaster—these will give you the 
same effect). And since it is needless 
to add, we'll add that “P. B. & B.” 
will provide the usual laughs to you 
Perelman (plus Reynolds) lovers. Also 
you will find amidst all the empty 
bottles and glasses which litter its 
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pages a lot of pure animal passion 
which ought to encourage new read 
ers. It is said the authors have com 
missioned Cal Coolidge, a newspaper 
man himself, to transcribe the book 
in fifty words for engraving on the 
side of waterwagons. One wonders 
what he’ll do with the Frank Harrissy 
side of the gosh dern thing. 

Surprise! Another goodie’s com- 
ing:—‘‘Very Good Jeeves,” by a 
young lad named P. G. Wodehouse, 
or the English Perennial. How the 
lad continues to turn out the laughs 
vear after vear; how his old writing 
arm still retains its old cunning; how 
he manages to get you to laugh at 
the most asinine plots, practical jokes 
and silly-billies imaginable; and why 
he isn’t recognized as the greatest 
living humorist and made King of 
England immediately—all this is be- 
yond us. There are those who claim 
the maestro’s stuff is rubber-stamped 
and dulls faster than needle 
They would! 


bee r. 


And, leaping from the sublime to 
the sublimer, we offer another book 
of humor, Swedish Dr. Axel Munde’s 
“Story of San Michele.” Tho it is 
autobiography—the best since Grave's 
snooty but absorbing “Goodbye to All 
That’—it is written with wit, warmth, 
irony and self-kidding that go to make 
up a certain profound kind of written 
humor. Especially pleasing is the 
good Dr.’s slapping away at the dog- 
matic goshallmightiness of his profes- 
sion. His adventures with neurotic 
women and phoney symptomaniacs are 
the very high 
There is, of course, the serious side 
of the work—and a full-flavored, rich 
side that is, too. The pure gumbo of 
adventure we calls it. Only when the 
good Dr. finds himself having chit- 
chats with goblins do we feel that he 
has gone a bit Swedish on us, but these 
slippings from grace are swamped by 
the surrounding material. 


essence of comedy. 


There may be those who resent our 
reviewing this book a year late. We 
point in defence to the twenty-thou- 
sand books published last year; our 
single pair of eyes; and the following: 
““San Michele’ will keep!” 

Weekly murder report : Crawley’s 
“Valley of Creeping Men,” too in- 
credible; Wallace’s “Green Ribbon,” 
five-and-ten stuff; and Tynan’s “Own- 
er Lies Dead,” unusually good. 

—Tep SHANE 





WIG. 


Ahoy! 
Ax so, putting on our yachting caps 
- and a small amount of tattooing, 
Mac and I set out to get vou some real 
seagoing clatter. With Mac’s favorite 
Beep-eep-a-Deep™ on 


our lips, we scuttled a few schooners 


sea chantey 


across some ‘Times Square bars; 
cruised through Central Park in a 
seagoing-hack; called on the Yacht 


Club boys for the genuine salty feel- 
ing; dropped into the subway to see 


how the herring were running; and 


Yo-Ho-Ho AN’ A GuPie deus! 


finally wound up at Abercrombie and 


Fitch’s where all good sailors are 

started out, in the first place. 
Nautical Hihattractions 

'T’ uese are some A. & F. novel 


naval attachments for the salty- 
minded :-—Le Cycle 


bievele which you 


Marin, a 
pedal 
lying face downwards, your 
hands holding to handle- 
bars in front and your feet 
working behind: An ex- 
cellent way of suicide. ... 
Aluminum playing cards. 
Pneumatic surf serpents: 
the D. T.’s applied to the 
common water wing. .. . 
The Dodge Motor run- 
about: A miniature sea- 
going Rolls Royce for One 
Thousand Dollars. ...A 


water 
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Motion Picture Camera: To record the 
actual size of the one that got away. 
... The Ice Crock: 


cubes for 


To preserve ice 


forty-two hours, if the 


other stuff lasts that long. The 
Lighthouse Mixer; Ship’s Bar (which 


can be battened down); and Whistling 
Hornpipe Sailor ‘Decanter: All for 
going down to the sea in sips. : 
Navigating Chelsea Chronometer Set: 


To pass the time at sea... . Perfume 


sprayer: To clear out the stuffy 
cabin during bad weather and _ all- 


night poker. sia 
Jeweler’s cases: 
To be filled and 
presented bs 


vacht owners 
when at the 
proper distance 
at sea. ... Real 
Eskimo kvaks: 


Canoeing for the 
lonely heart (Old 
Eskimo § 
Cut yourself a 

piece of kyak).... Collapsible row- 
boat: Fits the running board of your 
car and comes in handy when you go 
off a bridge. . Fighting lanterns 
from Old British battleships: For the 
yacht on which there is action. 
Port, Starboard and Capstan Smoking 
set; Diver Cigar lighter; and Yachts 
man’s knife: Clevah knick-knacks. 
... The Twenty-five dollar binocular: 
For Broadway columnists at sea... . 
Kikit (a game for soccers: 
there’s one born every minute), Auto- 


saving: 


soccer 









Tie BEST SAILORS ARE NOT MADE AT SEA I 
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=<. BE SHIPWRECKED, BE SHIPWRECKED 
WITH A CHORUS GIRL, SAYS CUNIC 


Ball. Puff Billiards, 
Duck-on-a- Rock, 


Back 4 


and Post 


ree, Joy 


‘ 
- 


gamimon, 


Othice : All tor good nautical fun. 

... Foghorn (worked by mouth): To 
keep the Leviathan from ramming 
your rowboat. 


Southampton Notes, for No Reason 


B' ACHCOMBERsS, who used to be sat- 
isfied with a handout on Malay 
Street. a knife between the ribs at 
Port Said or a torn herring at Long 
Beach now flock to this 

old wealthiest of 
American summer resorts. 
It seems that the beaches 
hereabouts are the best 
along our shores to pick 


age 


up some odd bottles of 
wet-goods from Quebec 


that may be washed ashore. 
They claim, too, if you 
can pick up a few bottles 
and save up for a motor- 
boat, you can increase your 
income in an unvolsteady 
but tricky Every 
so often before dawn, when 
the tip-off comes, it is pos- 
few 
miles to sea and pick up 
whole cases jettisoned by 
some runner who felt the 
breath of the law hot on 
his neck. 
(Continued on page 32) 


way. 


/, sible to speed out a 
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“The motor’s O. K., Bert, only the water won’t keep ’round it.” 
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CCORDING to the latest proclama 
A tion from Will Hays, the mem 
bers of his league have decided 

to do away with dishonest ballyhoo as 
a part of their new code of ethics. 
Mr. Hays holds these revival meet- 
ings about once a month, and while it 
is just about as possible to see another 
bull market 
tisement, it 


adve 7 
this late, 
followed. 
benefit I have 
what I 
honest 


as a modest movie 
be that 
will be 


may 
chaste resolution 
For the producer's 


sketched a 


would 


brief outline of 
and 


movie 


consider proper 


ballvhoo for a new known as 


“The Big House.” 
“The Big House” is a 
prison life. A 


sett ings 


and good 
realistic 


large cast 


furnish a atmos- 
phere. The story is confused, hut it 
protects the various political and so- 
cial groups who otherwise might have 
taken offense. 


as a kind, honest man who uses spies, 


The warden is shown 


machine guns, bombs and tanks to 
keep his boys under control, although 
he means it all in fun. The hero is a 


crook who escapes trom prison only 
to fall in love with a The 
girl, by a coincidence, is the 


nice girl. 
clever 
sister of a boy sent to the prison tor 
manslaughter. 


Rather than attempt a drama of 
prison life, which would be a_ littl 
grim for popular taste, there is a 
comie relief in the character of a 


tough gangster. He is 


a pal of the 


crook who is in love with the nice 
girl, As the Damon-and-Pythias idea 
was so successful in “The Big Pa 
rade.’ “What Price Glory er 
Cock-evyed World” and various other 
hits, there was no reason for not 


using it in “The Big House.” 

The effective scene in the 
movie is a demonstration in the din 
ing-room, when the men object to the 
food they are served. 


most 


There is no 
comic relief in this particular scene 
and it is exciting. The big punch at 
the end is a prison break, the same 
break used so successfully in the stage 
play, “The Last Mile.”’ 
“The Last Mile’ the 


Of course in 


killed 


convicts 


movie of 
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off their keepe rs and then stepped 
Such a 
hardly belongs in the movies, because 
1) there is interest, (2) it 
might have a bad influence on the chil- 
dren and potential convicts in the au- 
dience. In “The Big House” the 
crook stops the prison break, is par- 
doned and marries the girl. He also 
kills his pal, the tough gangster, in 
preventing the prison break. 
Wallace Bee rv, as the comic 
dere r, is 


into machine-gun fire. scene 


no love 


mur- 


excellent. Chester Morris 


seems more at ease and less hy sterical 


as the crook who sees the light. The 
direction is expert. The dialogue is 
fair enough, especially those parts 
that closely resemble the dialogue in 
“The Last Mile” and “What Price 


Glory >” We can assure you that you 
can take your mother or your senator 
to “The Big House” without hurting 
her or his feelings and that there is 
nothing in the film that casts asper- 
sions on the beneficence of Re publi- 
can government and brotherly love as 
exemplified in our prison systems. 


“TD ANGEROUS NAN McGrew” 


should 





have been a good movie. It has 

four good comics: Helen Kane, Victor 

Moore, Frank Morgan and Stuart 
Recommended 


“All Quiet on the Western Front” 
“Cain and Artim”—A silent Ru 
“The Devil's Holiday”’—Nancy Carr 

good pir of work 


| “Free and Easy”—T! 
I t now sings and dan 


“Journey’s End”’—By all means see 





“Old and New”—You'll be r 
} t Ejisensteir . } 


I 
“The Social Lion”—Jack Oakie 
“Shadow of the Law”—On: 


“So This Is London”—Will Rogers 
ould be nough. 
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Irwin. They do eve rvthing they can 
to be funny, but the scenario writer 


didn't give them a fighting chance. 
He started to write a burlesque of the 
old Northwest Mounted romances. 
Then he just quit and let Miss Kane 
sing two stupid songs, while the three 
talented gentlemen desperately try to 
put some warmth into the senile gags 
that were left for them to play with. 
It’s all forced, stupid and too bad, 


because I like all these people. 


I DON’T want to get off another one 

of those pessimistic bulletins, but if 
any of know what to do about 
this I’d like to hear 
from you. The writing in Hollywood 
and They 
have employed the best actors in the 
business, but all those bright young 
writers who were shipped West by the 
carload either must have died of dia 
betes or quietly turned on the gas. 
There 


while 


vou 
movie situation 


is getting worse worse, 


when once in a 
experimented 


was a time 


some body with 
the movies. 
all that. 


months 


Big business has changed 

The product for the last six 
has been standard—putrid is 
something close to a definition of that 
standard. I would except the Laurel 
& Hardy comedies and the Walt Dis- 
ney animated cartoons. As a matter 
of fact, the day a theatre owner turns 
out a program composed only of (1) 
a good, in the flesh, orchestra, (2) an 
animated cartoon, (3) a Laurel & 
Hardy comedy, (4) a newsreel 


news, (5) 


with 
and then 
going to the movies will have become 
a pleasure than a_ habit. 


“Omer Men’s Wives” is not worth 
any of your time. It was a bust 
when produced on the stage last sea- 


beer cigarettes, 


more of 


son and it appears no fresher on the 
There 


divorce lawyer and a 


sereen. is an eloping wife, a 
lady 
all cooped in a phoney inn. The movie 
cast handle the inept lines with sledge 
hammers and the pseudo bawdy situa 
tions are prudishly circumvented. If 
still want to go |] 


detective 


vou can't 


help 


vou, 
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Lessons in New Yorkese 
The Outboard Motor 


“Quatran ac woshe starfaya?” 
» 


“VYadon't seeme makinfatha twel- 

mile limit doya?”’ 

“Well, why neha starta?’ 

“Wawoddpa _sajjest buildinafya 
undera?” 

“Naw noffora wileyet. Yagotcha 
spok retawdid?” 

“Yeah like suppeople’s brains.’ 

“Awizeguy! Awright whyncha 
starta?”’ 

“Tdawanna starta. 
witta fasumpinta do.” 

“Wellookout \ adon't getta shark 
fromma kerl.”’ 

“Howshoodagetta shark fromma 
kerl?” 

“Lotsaw LVS. 
likeat.’ 


“Yasappose anevva testa spokplug 


Imjuspl i\ in 


Testinna spokplugs 


gafore?” 
“Yacould testa spokplug ahuntin 
fitty times anstill getta shark fromma 
kerl. Sbadbizniss.”’ 
“Wellyagotta testa spokplugs ta 
seevif yagotta spok aincha?”’ 
“Sabout twotousan joltsa eelectriz 
zity inem kerls. 
shark Imtellinya.” 
“Youholyagab aminnit 


Yadowanna getta 


. atwuns 
awright ... yeah iswuns awright.” 
“Sonow youwain't nobetteroffn ya 
wuz heymac?” 
“Woist. [gothelp.”’ 


“Nokiddinow. [knowsumpin about- 


JUDGE 





Cop—Damn! I knew they'd get this outboard-motor idea working on 
cars yet. 


ese babies. Iveven fixafellas gears- 


wunst.”’ 

“Yadidhey 

“Swattadid. Agears wooden mash 
see? Hewoulda haddawent towamee- 


chanic becawsagears wooden = mash. 
ButtI fixem.” 
“Chado sennem amash note?” 
“Nemmine whattado. Youwain’t 
gonna donothinatway bugetta shark 
fromma kerl. Youbetta lemme fixa.” 





The Blowout. 
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“Awright, Willie Westenhouse. You 
fixa annen wego fararide.”’ 

“Yousaid sumpin. Lessee now 
vagassis awright vaspokis awright va 


gotchamufllaroff — aha itsya_ wirin. 
Sloose! Awright nowwe roll... 


Ouch! Moida! Meyawm!” 

“Smattarayarawm?”’ 

“Snumblikea can’t feelnuttin. All- 
alongameyawm snumb. Now watta- 
hellaya sappose Idone?” 

“Ho, ho, ho, chaknow wachadone? 
Yagotta shark fromma kerl!” 


—H. W. HanemMann 


News of Yachts and Yachting 


TH following S O S from the auxi! 

iary yacht Sarah was picked up by 
coast guardsmen late yesterday after 
noon: “Are sixteen miles from nearest 
grocery store; supply of ginger ale 
exhausted; rush mineral water and 
cracked ice at once by coast guard 
cutter.” 


Three hundred schooners passed 
over the bar at the Yohoho Yacht 
Club last week-end. 


The Riparian Rights Fishing Club 
was sighted by a coast guard cutter 
forty miles off Barnegat Bay this 
morning. An unusual high tide had 
caused the clubhouse to sail out to sea. 
Sixteen sea bass fishermen who were 
located in the tap room threatened to 
shoot the crew of the cutter if any 
attempt was made to tow the building 
back to its lot. 


—ArtuHurR L. Lippmann 
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. 
wf Lenz has held, fourteen times, the Nation al and International Bridge a» u Championslups. 
ose who follow t department of Judge will underst 1 why Wilbur ( Whitehead ha aid Sidney 

n $ tdoul ti ” emark the world has ever known 
Mr. Lenz will welcome rrespondence from Judae uders and will give advice and answer questions 
related to Auction and Contract pr led correspondents send stamped addressed envelopes for reply. 


«>» quite a number of Bridge hands 
. the game can be won only 
through a fortunate ‘“‘guess”’ of the 
Declarant. 

When a player must choose between 
establishing one of two suits, or tak- 
ing a finesse against one adversary or 
the other, with nothing to guide him 
but luck or intuition, he is assuredly 
not open to censure if he guesses un- 
fortunately. I believe, however, that 
usually there is a guidance of some 
sort that should assist the player in 
making close decisions. 

To take a finesse, that has a fifty- 
per-cent chance of winning, is poor 
strategy when a surer method can be 
found. If the second line of pro 
cedure is certain to win, then the 
finesse is unnecessary and _ inexcus- 
able . 

This point is well illustrated in the 
deal shown last week: 


@Q10543 
99% 
OQ10987 
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The Bidding: 








SOUTH WEST NORTH EAST 
2 Hearts Pass | 3 Hearts Pass 
r Diamends| Pass | 5 5 C lubs Pass 
6 Hearts Pass Pass 2 Pass 








North’s bid of three Hearts was 
After a Demand-bid by part 
ner, it is not necessary to make a 
jump-bid in response, as the bidding 
must be kept open. Having agreed 
upon the suit, side Aces may be 
shown. It should be borne in mind 


correct, 


that Aces need not be declared unless 
the hand holds additional slam possi- 
bilities. 

In the play of the hand, West 
opened the Club and the Queen was 
finessed to the King. The second 
round of Clubs was trumped and the 
contract was set one trick. The De- 
clarant was, of course, very unhappy 
at the contretemps, but claimed that 
he had a perfectly legitimate finesse, 
and if the King of Clubs had been 
with the leader, a trick would have 
been gained. How could he tell that 
East he!d seven Clubs and that the 
lead was from a_ singleton? He 
couldn't! 

But what difference could it make? 
The finesse cannot register a gain and 
could—and did—lose the game. The 
North and South hands hold two pos 
sible losing cards, one in Spades and 
one in Clubs. If the King of Clubs is 
caught, the Spade must be lost. The 
hundred-per-cent method of playing 
the hand is to go up with the Ace of 
Clubs, take out the opposing trumps 
and concede the King of Clubs to the 
enemy. The Jack of Clubs is then 
established and the losing Spade 1S 
discarded on the good Club. And 
ange ls can do no more ! 


@9765432 


O8 45 
4652 





There was just a bit more in this 
deal than the bidding and play. A 
good guesser ought to have little diffi- 
culty in scoring a Grand Slam. Eh, 
what? 
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Typhoon 


I was a mad night off the Grand 

Banks. The fog was as thick as 
pea soup. Mountainous waves crashed 
against the beautiful yacht Mirador 
as tons of water foamed across her 
decks. Life boats were torn from 
their davits and hurled into the swirl- 
ing seas. 


The owner, Lord Holmesdale, im- 


| maculate in flawless evening clothes, 


sat at the head of the table in his 
modernistic dining cabin. Around his 
board sat many socially prominent 
guests, including Countess Throping- 
ton, Lord Beardsley, Catherine Blake 
and others of the Four Hundred. 

Then Captain Doremus, the vacht’s 
grizzled skipper, stepped into the din- 
ing-room from the mad inferno out- 
side. “I beg your pardon,” he said 
to Lord Holmesdale, ‘‘but I'd like to 
have you come on deck a moment. I’m 
afraid we're going to founder.” 

“Let’s all go!” shouted the guests. 
“It’s too jolly for words.” 

“Beggin’ your pardon, folks,” said 
the skipper, “but I wouldn't advise it. 
You couldn’t stand on deck a moment 
without being washed overboard.” 

“Don’t be a kill-joy,” chided Miss 
Blake. “We're going up on deck.”’ 

Laughing merrily and exchanging 
epigrams, the entire party stepped up 
the ladder and went out into that 
maelstrom of howling wind and tem 
pestuous seas. The sturdy timbers 
of the staunch vessel creaked and 
groaned as tons of green water raked 
her from stem to stern. 

Five minutes later the laughing 
party of guests came tripping down, 
back from their adventure on the sea 
swept decks. And lo! Lord Holmes- 
dale’s dress suit was as immaculate 
as when he ascended. Not one of 
Lord Beardsley’s vaselined hairs was 
out of place. The ladies looked as 
fresh and fragrant as when thev had 
stepped out into the maddest gale ever 
along that coast. 

“Jolly, wasn’t it?’ asked Miss 
Blake. as she fondled he : undamaged 
orchids. 

“Rather,” said Lord Beardsley as 
he lit a cigarette. , 

“That'll be all for today, folks,” 
cried the camera man. ‘Tomorrow 
we'll shoot the wreck scene on the 


| desert island.” 


—Artuur L. Lippman 


“My friends,” said a village church 


| warden, addressing a meeting of par- 


ishioners, ““you know our dear vicar 
will shortly be leaving us to take up 
work in another parish, and therefore 
I propose we take up a collection to 
give him a little momentum.” 


—Tir-Birs 
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The Theatre 
(Continued from page 16) 


is a play in the offing in which “The 
Captive” theme is reversed and in 
which we are to be entertained by the 
spectacle of an assortment of pansies. 
There is another, from the French, in 
which a man thinks he is God and 
convinces everyone about him that he 
is telling the truth, and there is still 
another in which a man who believes 
himself to be of Divine Origin only 
gets wise to himself when he has what 
nay once again be euphemistically de- 
scribed as an affair of the heart with 
a cutie. Then there is a play sched- 
uled by one of the art theatre groups 
that shows us God in plain clothes, 
a la Hamlet, Petruchio, et al. in 
mufti; it is a translation from the 
German of Hasenclever, as the one 
about the gent of Divine Origin is 
from the Polish “Zabbatai Zevi.” A 
play in which the sex business will go 
a considerable distance beyond the 
“Lysistrata” limit is on the calendar, 
as is also one in which all the charac- 
ters are presented as_ theoretically 
naked. 

About the only kind of play that 
isn’t scheduled, it seems, is one in 
which the Virgin Mary is depicted as 
Peggy Joyce, and for all I know 
somebody may be already working on 
that one, too. 


A Last Resource 


The Bright Young Thing entered 
the clothier’s shop and approached 
the counter. 

“I want a present for an old gen 
tleman for Whitsun,” she said. 

“Yes, ma’am,” replied the assistant. 
“Something nice in ties?” 

“No: he has a beard,” the girl ex- 
plained. 

“H’m,” the murmured 
thoughtfully. “Perhaps a 
waistcoat might be suitable?” 

“No; it’s a long beard,” came back 
the answer. 


assistant 
fa nev 


The assistant sighed wearily. 
“Well, how about carpet slippers?” 
—ANSWERS 


A motorist, driving rapidly into a 
station yard, nearly hit an old man, 
who shouted: “Why don’t you sound 
your ‘orn?” 

The driver replied: “Why don’t 
you sound your a‘tches?”’ 


—Tit-Birs 


The next war, according to scien 
tists, will be fought with machines 
and the chauffeur of that taxicab we 
barely dodged last night evidently 
thinks it has started. 

—N. Y. Eveninea Post 








SHE'S ONLY A SUNSHINE 
ooo Vae SHG 








BATHER 
HAS 


“ATHLETE’S Foot!” 


HE paddles around < nly in the sand. She 

makes a “splash” in the social swim, but 
could hardly be called the mermaid of her 
beach club. 

Yet, for all her lack of swimming prowess, 
this popular member of the younger set has 
an unmistakable case of the ringworm 
infection now commonly known as 
“Athlete’s Foot.” 

Dainty, petite and always correct, she 
nevertheless is bothered and vaguely puzzled 
by the red, rash-like eruption between the 
toes of her shapely little feet. 


*Many Symptoms for the Same Disease — 
So Easily Tracked into the Home 
“Athlete’s Foot” may start in a number of 
different ways,* but it is now generally agreed 
that the germ, tinea trichophyton, is back of 
them all. It lurks where you would least 
expect it—in the very places where people go 
for health and recreation and cleanliness. In 
spite of modern sanitation, the germ abounds 
on locker- and dressing-room floors—on the 





* WATCH FOR THESE DISTRESS SIGNALS 
THAT WARN OF “ATHLETE'S FOOT” 


Though “‘Athlete’s Foot” is caused by the germ— 
tinea trichophyton—its early stages manifest themselves 
in several different ways, usually between the toes— 
sometimes by redness, sometimes by skin-cracks, often 
by tiny itching blisters. The skin may turn white, 
thick and moist, or it may develop dryness with little 
scales. Any one of these calls for immediate treatment! \f 
the case appears aggravated and does not readily yield 
to Absorbiue Jr., consult your physician without delay 
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edges of swimming pools and showers—in 
gymnasiums—around bathing beaches and 
bath-houses—even on hotel bath-mats. 

And from all these places it has been 
tracked into countless homes until today this 
ringworm infection is simply everywhere. The 
United States Public Health Service finds ‘It 
is probable that at least one-half of all adults 
suffer from it at some time.’’ And authorities 
say that half the boys in high school are 
affected. There can be no doubt that the tiny 
germ, tinea trichophyton, has made itself a 
nuisance in America. 


It Has Been Found That Absorbine Jr. 
Kills This Ringworm Germ 


Now, a series of exhaustive laboratory tests 
with the antiseptic Absorbine Jr. has proved 
that Absorbine Jr. penetrates deeply into 
flesh-like tissues, and that wherever it pene- 
trates it £7//s the ringworm germ. 

It might not be a bad idea to examine 
your feet tonight for distress signals¥ that 
announce the beginning of “Athlete’s Foot.” 
Don’t be fooled by mild symptoms. Don't let the 
disease become entrenched, for it is persistent. 
The person who is seriously afflicted with it 
today, may have had these same mild symp- 
toms like yours only a very short time ago. 

Watch out for redness, particularly be- 
tween the smaller toes, with itching—ora 
moist, thick skin condition — or, again, a 
dryness with scales. 


Read the symptoms printed at the left 
very carefully. At the first sign of any one 
of these distress signals*¥ begin the free use 
of Absorbine Jr. on the affected areas — douse 
iton morning and night and after every ex- 
posure of your bare feet to any damp or wet floors, 
even in your own bathroom. 

Absorbine Jr. is so widely known and used 
that you can get it at all drug stores. Price 
$1.25. For free sample write W. F. YOUNG, 
INC., 300 Lyman Street, Springfield, Mass. 
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CAVALIER 


A hotel that’s the charming fulfillment of 
¢} 


the wish of those who are a bit tired of 


ume old places” but who want the same 
old comforts—plus. 
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% VIRGINIA 
A GOOD MIXER “We ‘ll be re ady to s hail, captain, jush as h shoon ash “we We igh thish 
Use Abbott's Bitters To gosh durn anchor.” 


Flavor Beverages 
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50c Sample for 25c in Stamps 











Address Abbott's Bitters, Baltimore, Md. 
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Judge every week is sold out on 


some stands soon after its arrival. 


Judge wishes, of course, to see that 





a sufficient number of copies is 





available to serve all regular readers. 


Please use this form. 











J. T. Cooney, 
Judge Publishing Co., Inc., 
18 East 48th St., New York City. 
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HOTEL 


ONTCLAI 


Lexington Aven 
49th 050 thSts.NY 


\ 800 Sunlit Rooms 
* with Bath and RADIO 


Sing le$3 to85~Double +4 toi 
Suites lO troilZ 


















































Attractive Monthly Rates | 
S.Gregory Taylor, President | 


Moments To REMEMBER 
One-E ye Connolly is locked out of his own house. 
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SERVING DETROIT’S 
NEW BUSINESS CENTER 





Four years ago the owners of 
Hotel Seward made their modest bid for pat- 
ronage by announcing that they were ready 
to serve the needs of “Uptown Detroit.” 


Today the General Motors and Fisher Buildings 
climb to the sky in magnificent testimony of 
motor’s triumph . . . and up the street five short 
blocks Hotel Seward continues to accommo- 
date the increasing requirements of this grow- 
ing business center with the same high degree 
of efficiency that has made it an undisputed 
leader in the realms of good rooms . . . food 
and service. 


“Built before its time” some of them said. "A 
foolish dream” volunteered others . . . but to- 
day hundreds of transient visitors stop at Hotel 
Seward regularly and wisely for no other hotel 
in all Detroit is so conveniently located to the 
principal automobile and manufacturing plants. 


600 units... all equipped with tub and shower 
» .. two or more windows and outside exposure. 
Rooms as low as $2.50 per day; suites 


S 


$6.50 and upwards 


HOTEL 


ewar 


W.E. SNYDER, Manager 
SEWARDAVE. AT WOODWARD—DETROIT 








| Master Sleuth Unmasked 
(Continued from page 11) 


| “Yes, yes,” waved Matzos wearily. 
“You want to know whether it’s true 
that Sherlock Holmes 
Sure he is. His name is really Sheila 
Dr. Watson used to be 
governess at Inverness for a mess of 
a man named They're all 
women, every one of them. Why, even 
that Herbert Hoover—did you know 
he’s a graduate of Sweetbriar named 
Rosa Bonheur and runs a dress shop 
on the They're all 
even me.” 


is a woman, 


Holmes, and 


Fess. 


side? women, 


I stammered. ‘Then— 
then—will you marry me, Olga?”’ 
“Yes, John,” she faltered prettily, 
blushing like a rose. I took her hands 
in mine and looked into the mysterious 
violet pools that were her eyes. Some- 


a you r 


where in the bayou resounded the 
eerie call of a loon, but we did not 
pay heed. Gently I and the woman 


who had once been Olga Nethersole 
embraced, our kissers framed in the 
tangled doorway of the rose-covered 
cottage. And as the hull of the “Maid 
of Bombay” disappeared slowly un- 
der the the chant of 
the Islands rang out once 
more the virgin wilderness. 
Tonga-Wonga had found her man. 


horizon, tierce 
Solomon 


over 


“Mr. Jones,” said his employer se- 
verely, “yesterday you took the after 
noon off on the plea that you were ill. 
Yet I saw you at the races, and you 
didn’t look at all ill to me.” 

“Ah,” said Jones, “you should have 
seen me after the three-thirty !” 

—Tit-Birs 








Notice 
If you know of any such freak 


laws page 12 of 
this issue, send them to JupGE 


as appear on 
and you will receive $5 for any 
that we are able to use. 

The contributors of the laws 
appearing in this issue and to 


whom we have paid $5 each are: 


R. 


S. Stringfellow, 

Idaho. 

Agnes P. Fitzgerald, Dorches- 
ter, Mass. 

Ford A. 
City. 
John D, Clarke, New York City. 
Walter M. Safran, Perth Am- 

boy, N. J. 


Pocatello, 


New York 


Garrow, 




















Ounset is the 
burglars’ sunrise! 


Your night—their day! You're 
out! They’re in! And again 
you’re “out,” in more ways than 
one, unless you Attna-ize. An 
Etna Residence Burglary Policy 
reimburses you for all articles 
stolen, and pays for any damage 
done to premises or property by 
those who come to steal. 


Now is the time to get in touch with 
the 4Etna-izer in your community. He’s 
a man worth knowing. Look him up! 
7Etna writes practically every form of 
Insurance and Fidelity and Surety 
Bonds. Z£tna protection reaches from 
coast to coast through 20,000 agents. 








Etna is the first multiple line insurance organiza- 
tion in America to pay its policyholders one 
billion dollars. 

Ema Casualty and Surety Company 
Etna Life Insurance Company 
Automobile Insurance Company 
Standard Fire Insurance Company 
Hartford, Connecticut 


ATNA-IZE 











Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 165 Horizontal 


1. This brought down the house out in California. 
n 10. A Saturday evening affair. 
! 2 3 5 6 7 8 9 id if 12 15 14. Where American tourists have their ups and downs 
15. The kind of wear one gets out of an overnight bag. 
16. This goddess is responsible for all the moonshine. 

4 1S Io 17. A kind of degree. (You will get this after a second 
19. What the world is going to become if the tooth paste ads 

eontinue. 
17 18 19 90 20. This is sometimes seen puffing on a camel. 

21. Methods used in making puzzles. 

23. Day-bite craving time 
25. The way a lawyer starts pleading. 
99 5 4 25 26. The foreigner that ate her affections. 
28. What he did the day he was married. 
39. Give it up. 


27 28 9 a What Cal will do for California. 
























































The part of the pantry that makes a good cook. 
37. When this starts snooping it doesn’t get very far. 
38. What men object to in the new gowns women are wearing 
33 A 5 40. This sounds sheepish when it broadcasts contempt. 
41 These letters might give you advertising benefits. 
42. The poetic bucket. 
44. An introduction into society. 
37 38 39 0 45. This is one on a Scotchman. 
47. What some one is sure to do to remind one of some boner. 
48. If you wish to make the effort this will help some. 
4 | 9 45 50. A Babe's plaything. 
51. There is no sense to this. 
53. The way a sportsman feels in evening clothes 
56. What an eraser is to a puzzle fan 
45 46 7 8 +449 450 58. The way the farmer hopes his corn crop will turn out. 
59. A popular word with Nanette 
61. This one helps to put the pep in Pepsodent 
Sl 52 535 +4 SS #3 { South American connection 
6 What some people keep their radio going for. 
69. Something lucky to reach 
70. There must be a catch in this 
56 58 72. What King Carol expects to do now. 
73. A swanky home 
75. A line traveling men used to handle 









































































































































































































76. This is not a line from an eye-testing card, but a character 
59 ~O ol 62 (Ee) A 'S5) G6 from Norse mythology 
77. On account of closing for the summer we are unable t 
give a key for these 
Vertical 
73 7 > 1. What a fat man does for farm relief 
2. The kind of a tip they let drop at the races 
3 4 little change they found in Portugal 
6 7 4. This one has a very bad temper; dentists try to get rid of 
it: and it often sauces some poor fish 
5. This was passed as a dry measure but it might be good 
. . . for the wets (abbr 
Submitted by Catherine MacMillan, Chicago, IU. Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed 6. The kind of utensils the modern bride has 
Dr. Judge 
Eminent Doctor of Humor and Mirth, 
Healer of Worries that sadden the earth, 
Author of legions of rollicking tomes, 
Visitor weekly in thousands of homes. 
Funny Bone Mender, whose history shows 
Succor and aid for Society's woes, 
Jovial fellow, with practice extensive, 
Mirthful and mellow, and yet inexpensive— 
Why should a person remain apprehensive? 
Stifle your worry and banish your fret, 
On the courts Clip off the magical coupon and let 
This be a moment you'll never regret! 
crs 7 Judge Publishing Co., Inc., 19-30 


And the thing to New Yon BY.” : 


serve is... 


Dear Doctor Judge: 


I'm weary of worry, I’m ready to chuckle, 
I want to be bright, No longer to sob, 

I'd like you to hurry And ask you to buckle | 
And set me aright. Right down toyour job! | 






ICKWICK O) 104 Regular Weekly Visits, $7.80 
1 52 Regular Weekly Visits, 5.00 
ALE 24 §TOUT O 21 Regular Weekly Visits, 2.00 

THE TANG OF GOOD OLD ALE 


At the better clubs, hotels and restaurants 








CO Fe ee ee ae) Se 


Bottled only at the brewery of 
HAFFENREFFER & CO., BOSTON, MASS. 















































7. Some crossword salt (sal) mixed with this makes de- 
liciou 8 salad 
8. As shrewd as they make them. 


1. Pardon this mistake 

10. This is heavenly. 

11. The last half of the detour 
12. One way to get out of it 
13. This is no piece meal. 









2 This one is out for the t 
24. This was q a tur 
2 This was certainly 

) This goes w uy 

30. So much has bee ‘ 

add any more 

31. This is very 

32 4 short railw 

5 This 1 

35. This has something t W g 
v ™ offs 
43 4 woma l kes a “ 
46. Womar » ie me Cc ympat ) 
47. To abound. 
49. Harasses. 
50 \ itograph of a baseball 
52. The way two mosquitoes sound at night 
54. The salt of the sea 
55. Don't give it up—stick to it 
57. A doctrine (Dora might think it was a veterinary 
60. This calls for one egg 
62. The kind of bars they now have in hot 
64." kes a very good appearance 
65 wefers to be single 
66 1is makes a little change for the Jap cook 
68. This is always found in delicatessens. (Yale men are very 

fond of it 

70. The way Ananias started 
74. Absolutely right (abbr.). 


“What Makes 
title of a 
current 


Us Tired?” is the 
pseudo-scientific article in a 
What 
tired is pseudo-scientific magazine ar- 
ticles. - 


magazine. makes us 


-SOUTHERN LUMBERMAN 


Solution of Last Week’s 
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“Zis disarmament conference 


. poof! 
guns, my eight-inch guns and my ten-inch guns—O. K. 
leave me my Flit Guns, zis navy has nothing to fear!” 


In Memory 


There came an angry rap on the 
kitchen door and the householder im 
mediately opened it to admit her 


neighbor, who was in 


indignation. 


a state of great 


“It’s that mischievous boy of 
yours,’ cried the enraged woman, 
holding up a huge brick for the 
other's inspection. ‘“‘He’s been and 


thrown this through my window.’ 


A delightful look came over the 
fond mother’s face. 
“Really!” she exclaimed. “I won- 


der if you will let me have the brick. 
We're keeping all the little mementoes 
of his pranks—they’ll be so interest- 
ing when he grows up.” 

—ANSWERS 


motorist 
which way 


The lost. He didn’t 
know Suddenly he 
saw an old man approaching. 


was 


to go. 


“Hi!” he shouted, “do you know 
the way to Widdlecombe ?” 

The old man shook his head. 

“No, danged if I do,” he said. 


The motorist drove on slowly, and 
when he had gone about half a mile he 


heard loud shouts behind him. He 
stopped and looked round. The old 
man had been joined by another and 


they were waving him back. Slowly 
and painfully he backed his car down 
the narrow road. 

“Well?” he said. 


“This is my mate, George,” said 
the old man. “’E don't’ know, 
neither.” —Tir-Birs 

Sidney Franklin, according to dis- 


patches, still believes that he can in- 
troduce bull fights in New 
York. It seems a sound idea, after 
what has been done to arouse public 
interest in fightless prize-fights. 
—N. Y. Heratp Trisun: 


bloodless 





a 9] 


If zey cut down my six-inch 


So long as zey 
—ApvT. 
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More Power to 
Party Drinks 


N ORE POWER and less punish- 
ment! Put it up to Stone’s 
Straws. They’re the modern pass- 
word for more drink pleasure. Fa- 
mous for making the best “drinks” 
taste better, they’re the guests of 
honor at every party! If you want 
the surprise of your life, next time 
you mix-em-up serve ‘em with 
Stone’s Straws. Get the 10c Home 
Package at your druggist’s. Stone 
Straw Corp., Washington, D. C. 






















IN THE HEART 
OF THE LOOP 


HOTEL 
SHERMAN 


1700 ROOMS 


SINGLE ROOM WITH BATH 
$250 $300 $400 « $500 


DOUBLE ROOM WITH BATH 
$400 $500 $G00 « $g00 











QANDOLPH- LAKE - CLARK - LASALLE STREETS 


CHICAGO | 


NEW GARAGE 
NOW OPEN 


ORIVE YOUR CAR 
RIGHT INTO ~ 


HOTEL 
SHERMAN 


























Mistress (to new maid)—At dinner remember you must serve from 
the left and take the plates from the right, do you understand? 
New Maip—Superstitious or something? 


High Hat 
(Continued from page 21) 
The Flying Fish 

,’or those who have a sixty-mile an 
hour complex and 
with the pokey speed of a thirty-five 
mile outboard there is the Flying Fish 
speedster. It is nothing less than an 
outboard out of water, being built with 
airplane and a 
speedy motor attached to the only 
part of the boat in the water—a small 

the 
resistance 


grow restless 


wings on its bow 


stern. There is no 
and the propeller 
can whizz you faster than it takes to 
“Man Overboard.” Besides 
that no parachutes are necessary. 
The glider which throws its tow- 
rope to an outboard or speedboat is 


section of 
water 


shout 


assuming popular proportions. The 
boat tows the glider which travels 
along on its floating pontoons. Then, 


as soon as the boat attains a thirty- 
mile speed, the glider rises in the air. 
This summer someone is going to be 
glid across the Atlantic attached to a 
liner. I don’t really see how it’s going 
to be there is no liner 
capable of doing thirty miles or faster, 
continuously. Anyway, if you can get 
your pet hate out in a glider and thea 
cut the rope, it might solve something. 

Also, there seems to be a lad out in 
Marine City, Michigan, who is not 
only the local mayor but who can step 
aboard a surfboard fully dressed in 
his Sunday best, travel at any speed 
and come back home without getting 
his feet wet. He’s probably the only 
mayor in the country who can meet 


done—since 


incoming celebrities without getting his 
feet wet. 

* * * 

hman’s whim that made 


I" was a fre 
game of 


outboard 


me request a 


—Passinc Suow 


motor polo and right away I learn 
there are some lunatics in the world 


who play a game called speedboat 





polo. Using mallets and a large cork 
ball they slap each other all over the 
place with gunwales, ram each other 
amidships and throw anchors as fouls 

all in the name of good, clean sport. 
The next thing I know Mac will get 
those diving horses down Atlantic City 
and tirst 
horse water polo, 


way organize the game of 


Advice to Landlubbers 


never **Nerts !”’ 


Qaizons 
> “Nauts!” 


say 


say ; they 

A capstan cannot sail a boat; a yak 
isn't a millionaire’s toy; a wiper isn't 
a reptile. 

If you're going to capsize, capsize 
with a chorus girl. 

How to remove a boat built indoors 
without tearing down the house is a 
cinch compared to getting an ocean 
going tanker out of the smoking-room 
by closing time. 

The best are not 
sea but on Riverside Drive. 

A boy’s best friend is his Mother- 
sill’s. 


sailors made at 


— JUDGE, JR. 





The Road Walkers unite against the Motor Traffic! 
—Lonpon Opinion 


32 





EDWAED LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JAMAICA, NH. ¥. 


























ANNOUNCING 











SECOND CROSS-WORD 


E VER since the first book of Cross-Word Puzzles from JUDGE appeared and a cheer- 

ing audience learned that "a kick in the pants” in four letters was no longer "boot" 
but "pint," the brighter fans have been champing their wits in impatience for another 
such collection of flip and fascinating puzzles. Here they are—fifty of the most 
amusing that our contributors have yet devised for the p Srar-enns of readers 
who, having developed a nose for gnus, are ready to pursue livelier games. 


O less than two distinguished authorities bow in this spritely collection. The fore- 
word is by M. Lincoln Schuster, of Simon and Schuster, the Great White Fathers of 
cross-word —~ books, and the 


introduction by the world-famed Frank  - = OOO 
Sullivan JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Ine 7-19 
. 18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y 


JN construction, these puzzles are clear 

and conventional; it is in the definitions 
that the double cream of the jest lies. 
Though legitimate, they are deftly mis- 
leading, so the solver is rewarded by 
discovering not only interlocking words 
but entertaining wisecracks. 


RDER Your Copy Now! Fifty new 
puzzles, five thousand new laughs, 


all for $1.50. 
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Now for a Camel! 


Camel’s mellow fragrance 
heightens every pleasure 
—a cigarette made for 


real smoke enjoyment. 





Don’t deny yourself 
the luxury of 


( ‘amels 


© 1930, B. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N.C. 








